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OLD DA M iD mt ROT. 


HER COMICAL OAT. 








OLD DAME TROTT . ~ 
Set off to the fair, 

“With her Cat on her. shoulder, 
see the folks there ; 


The people all’ laughed, 
As they saw them eo by, 
Says the Dame, “ I'll laugh, 10%: 
But aay) Pussy, * TM ne 
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air Puss on her shoulder to see the folks there. 


Old Dame Trot going to tie { 




















| -. She bought her some shoes, 3 : 

| yaa ORR very bright. red ; | | 

~ But when she came back, | | 
She found Pussy in bed. 


She went to the Cloak-shop, 
And bought her a cloak, 
When she came back again | 
Puss had just awoke. oe 








f new Shoes. 
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Puss is taking a snooze Dame Trot comes 











She went to the Dairy, 

To buy her some milk ; 
When she came _ back, 

Puss was sewing of silk. 


She went to the Fish-shop, 
And bought her some. fish; 
When she came back, | 
Puss was washing a dish. 
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Puss sewing some silk Dame Trot comes in with a pitcher of Milk. 

















She went to the Florist’s, 

To buy her a rose; 
When she came back, 

Pussy stood on her nose. 


a 


She went to the Fruit-shop, . 
| To buy her a plum; 
| ' When she came back, 
Puss was beating a drum. 
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She went to the Miller's, 

To grind her some corn; 
When she came _ back, 

Puss was blowing a horn. 


She went. to the Upholsterer’s, 
To buy a new hed; 


But while she was out, 
Naughty, Pussy had_ fled. 












































Puss has caught a rat—Dame Trot comes in with a new Hat. ‘ 

















She went out again, 

And from a man from the fair ; 
She bought for herself, 

A nice rush-bottomed chair. 


She went out the next time, 
To buy Pussy a_ hat; 
When she came _ back, 
Puss was catching a_ rat. 
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She went to the Baker’s, 

To buy her. abun; 
When she came_ back, 

Pussy was loading a gun. 


She went to the Grocer’s, 
To. buy her. some figs; 
When she came_ back, 


Puss was feeding the pigs. 
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She went to the Butcher's, 
For meat, I suppose; 
When she came _ back, 
Puss. was washing some clothes. 


She next bought some fur, “et 


And a dress of sky-blue; Wy 


\ 


Says Dame Trot,’ say “Thank you,” / 


But Pussy said, “Mew.” — 
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MY - LITTLE SOLDIER... 


I wap a little soldier 
No bigger than a groat; 
He had a tiny bearskin 
And tiny scarlet coat— 
He’d walk about and strut about, 
As though a giant he— 
Instead of being but about 
As small as he could be! 


Pp aacrnenenienaneienanemienieniee hace oer connie enee ee — 


He had a tiny bayonet 
No bigger than a pin; 

It made your finger really smart, 
Just where he ran it in. 

He’d strut about and walk about, 
As though a hero he— 

Though he had nought to talk about, 

_ Except how big he'd be. 








P 
& 
a 
uw 
tv) 
0 
9 
is] 


















WICKED WILLY WIMBLE. 


Wickep Witty WIMBLE 
_ Stole his Granny’s thimble, 
And she could not 
Catch hin, 
Because she was not nimble. 
| 


So he ran down the meadow, 
And in the blacksmith’s shed, Oh! 
He hammered it 
To make it fit, 
Then stuck it on his head, Oh!. 


With such a helmet handy, 
He thought himself a dandy, 
Although his legs 
Were crooked pegs— 
In fact, a little handy! 
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WICKED WILLY WIMBLE—Continued. — 


Said he, “Its very clear, Oh! 
That I have nought to fear, Oh! 
Tl turn out quite 
A gallant knight, 

Oh! shan’t I be a hero!” 


’ His steed was poor old Brindle, 
His lance it was a spindle; 
An old tin pot, 
For a drum he got, 
His martial fires to kindle. 


As bold as Alexander, 

Or any great commander, 
So brave and stout, 
He rode about, 

Until he met a Gander. 


Said Will, “I wonder can he 

_ Eat up so brave a Manny?” 
When it began 

To hiss, he ran | 

And cried out, “Save me, Granny!” 
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THE THREE-FOOT VOLUNTEERS. 


Out of the way, for here they come, 
With a penny trumpet and sixpenny drum. 
A paper cock’d-hat the captain wears, 
~ And a gun on his shoulder each private bears. 
Out of the way, and give three cheers 
- For the regiment of Three-Foot Volunteers! 


They have but one cannon, and that shoots peas: 
But what does that matter to heroes like these ? 
Such brave little soldiers—true sons of Mars— 
With their beautiful Flag with its circle of Stars. 

Out of the way, and give three cheers 

For the regiment, of Three-Foot Volunteers! 
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THE THREE-FOOT VOLUNTEERS, 
(Continued. ) 


With penny trumpet and sixpenny drum, 
They'll face the enemy when they come. 
And the wounds they get, in the worst disaster, 
Are sure to be cured with sticking-plaster. 
Out of the way, and give three cheers 
For the regiment of Three-Foot Volunteers! 


Rub-a-dub-dub! and Tooty-too-too! 
March on bravely! we're proud of you, 
With wooden sword, and with paper feather:— | 
March on gollanile don together! — | 
Out of the way, and give three cheers 
For the regiment of Three-Foot Volunteers! 
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JACK THE WHALER. 


“Where have you _ been, 
Old Jack, the Sailor; 
Up to the North, 

On board a whaler.” 


“Ho,” said the captain, 


“There’s a whale! 
Boys, we must catch him 
Without fail!” 


“Off was the captain 
Rowed in his gig; 
Took a harpoon 
To give him a dig. 
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JACK THE WHALER— Continued. 


“When he got near, 
And threw the harpoon, 
Whale knocked the boat 
Right up to the moon. 


“Whether they reached it, 
Nobody knows, * 
As they haven’t come back 
They did, I suppose. 


“If you go to the moon, 
You'll know the captain 


By his great big nose, — 
And the coat he’s wrapped in. 


“Here I must wait, 
Until he comes back, 

Pity the sorrows | 
Of poor old Jack!” 
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A LULLABY. 


Lullaby, bali, vo to sleep; 
Eyes, oh! how naughty still to peep. 


Lullaby, baliy, curl up your toes; 
Cuddle your little knees up to your nose ! 
Lullaby, baby, eyes shut tight— 

Little mouth open: so, good night! 
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